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One evening a curious thing, trifling yet embar-
rassing, happened to Russell. He had dined with
Colin Campbell, and after a long talk with him and
General Mansfield, departed for his tent. Somehow
he went wrong and could not find it He wandered
among the trees and tents in the dark, and at last was
obliged to shout at the top of his voice for his servant
Simon. No one answered, at least not audibly,
although Russell conjectured that many impolite
answers hung sequestered in the breeze. At last,
quite savage, he walked straight ahead till he came to
a charpoy in the open and, shaking the sleeper, cried
14 Who's here ? Can you tell me where my tent is ? "
It was Colin Campbell himself, who, wide awake in a
moment, gazed at Russell in some wonder. Russell,
with equal wonder, apologised and told his story,
whereupon Colin Campbell laughed and said, " Well,
take a fresh departure from this point now, and you
must come upon your tent down this street" Russell
did so, and distinguished himself by next walking in
upon General Mansfield, who was sitting in his tent
reading. After disturbing a considerable part of the
camp, he reached his tent at last

At the end of April, Colin Campbell crossed the
Ganges into Rohilkhand. In the early hours of one
morning, soon after crossing the river, Russell had a
most unfortunate accident, from which he was to suffer
for a long time to come. A halt had been called, and
his horse, standing among some uproarious stallions
which were lashing out violently, was in danger of
being injured. Russell ran to save the animal, and
just as he was getting up to his head a powerful Arab
stallion ran back to have a last kick at his enemy, and
delivered a murderous fling, from which Russell could